efficiency, with a sort of casual intensity, a calculated
conscientiousness, a slightly daemonic exercise of will:
she had patterned a quite effective if mendacious life out of
a mosaic of truths. Her entire existence, had the war not
come to divert its course, would have been passed in the
pleasures and the pains of home, Yvette was quite sure.'
But she was not surprised to have changed direction at the
bidding of opportunity. As a young girl, she had akeady
been conscious of conflicting inward urges, and had indeed
resigned herself to the view that they could not all be
realized. As she developed into an exemplary wife, she had
felt within herself these trends towards other existences,
though undefined and unregretted. Today, after half a
dozen liaisons with men of modest means, she lived on
Antoine's earnings in the black market, and, conscious of a
breach with the past, guessing the perils involved by
choosing the line of least resistance, she still felt she was
leading a normal life, and was not guilty of any self-betrayal.
The absence of certain scruples, the indifference to large
tracts of morality, which had in her replaced a narrow
respect for the conventions, and the proper pride of an
accomplished wife, did not constitute, even in her own eyes,
a change of character. Exalted sentiments, a sense of honour
and of self-respect, seemed to her to attach to a way of life,
and not to the deeper nature of the individual. When
Antoine joined her in the bedroom, the recollection of her
activities as a good housewife, which had but lightly
touched her consciousness, dissolved in the ardour of her
impatience. As he locked the door, she said, slipping off
her wrap:

' Is the old man still talking about patriotism ? '
.* He is.   I only hope the other fellow won't knock him
down.'
Antoine's  fears  were  fortunately  baseless,  Malinier's
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